All through the years whose vicissitudes I have tried to
indicate she was, as I said before, resolutely and remorse-
lessly idle and bent exclusively on making of life a pleasant
pastime.
Such energy as she possessed (and in spite of a far from
robust constitution, her nervous system was as young and as
reckless as she was herself. It supplied all the necessary fuel
and she was often very energetic indeed), was devoted to
love-making, to hunting (sometimes five days a week), to
riding and mastering unmanageable horses; to rushing
about by car, boat or train (at that time the air was not
available!) to any new place that took her fancy; to all and
anything but mental effort, which was represented in her
programme by occasional verses that arose spontaneously
and unsought into her consciousness, were written down
and received, it must be admitted, even in those days a
measure of careful polishing and revision.
They were published, those verses, and, to give the first
date I have mentioned (and I mention it for a very good
reason to which I shall return later), before 1908 three
volumes of those verses had appeared and had met with
considerable success. The first volume was produced by
John and Edward Bumpus, the publication being paid for
by her proud grandmother! The subsequent volumes were
published by Chapman and Hall. I have pored over them
many times, and so has their author, and neither of us was
able to find anything worthy of survival in the first two
volumes; in fact long before her death she made a deter-
mined effort to destroy any existing copies of the volumes
in question, hoping to consign them to total oblivion. (One
of the results of her efforts has been that collectors of her
work are ready nowadays to pay quite a high price for
cither of those despised offspring of her idle youth!) Never-
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